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You are Very kind about my nieces, Madam; but I do
not believe there was the least intention of hurt to them*
The gentlemen were cleaning their pistols at the window
of the Toy7, and discharged them as the girls were going
by. Mrs. Keppel took an alarm j and much less falling on
such a soil as Hampton Court will bring forth lies an
hundredfold. Lady Chewton looked remarkably well at
her return from Weymouth; I know nothing of her since.

Berkeley Square, 12th,

I had begun this letter at Strawberry on Sunday nifhtf
just before I went to bed: my reveil was shocking; an
express brought me news of the death of Lady Hertford!
I truly loved her, she had been invariably kind to me for
forty years. She had been seized -on the preceding Sunday
with a violent cough and spitting of blood, and left Ditton
on the Tuesday for fear of being confined in that damp
spot, which has beeli her death. Lady Aylesbury saw her
on Friday morning and thought her very ill, and I had
determined to come to her yesterday morning, but heard
the cruel event before I could set out; it was an inflamma-
tion in her. bowels, but as on Friday she had had na
physician, I could not conceive her in danger. The moment
I arrived I sent to know if Lord Hertford would see me;
he said he would in the evening. I went, but met his soil
Henry in the hall, who said his father could not bear the
interview. Alas! this was a relief to me: I had amassed
resolution to go, as it was right I should, but I behaved so
wretchedly at the sight of the son, that it was well I did
not see the father! His loss is beyond measure \ She was

7  A tavern at Hampton Court.          nothing in this world now can ex-

8  Lord Hertford's letter to Horace    tract, I am determined to exert all
"Walpole on this occasion runs as    my feeble power to tell you, who

follows:__                                         loved my dearest and beloved Lady

* DEAR HOBRY,                                   Hertford, that I am upon the point

'With a dagger in my heart which     of losing her, the best woman, thehis stores between Oct. 16es to Queen Charlotte in     Memoirs of Dr. Burney (1832).
